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Bare-Knuckle  Boxer  Attempts  Origam 


Mangled  bits  of  yellow  paper 
Litter  the  table  in  front  of  me. 
They  are  nearly  useless  now 
Like  crayons  worn  down  to  nubs. 
My  scarred,  twisted  hands  hover 
Above,  desperately  wanting 
To  reach  down  for  another 
Sheet  and  start  over  again. 
But  my  mind  tells  me  I  will 
Fail  again  and  only  add 
To  the  crumpled  carcasses 
Before  me.  Nevertheless 
Some  need  within  me  moves 
My  hands  to  assault  another  sheet. 
I  used  to  feint  and  jab.  Now 
I  press  and  fold.  Right  crosses, 
Left  hooks,  and  uppercuts  become 
Crimps,  petals,  and  valleys. 
I  see  swans  and  rabbits  in 
My  sleep  now,  instead  of 
Bruised  and  broken  features 
Hanging  off  of  faces  that  could 
Have  been  mine.  I  attempt  a 
Reverse  fold.  The  move  proves 
Disastrous.  My  mind  tells  me 
The  problem  can  be  fixed 
But  it's  too  late.  My  demolished 
Building  hands  have  already  decided 
I  have  failed.  As  I  look  down  at 
My  creation,  stillborn,  I  think 
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Maybe  the  fact  that 
This  is  not  origami 
is  what  makes  it  so. 


Long  Way  Home 


Brian  Asman 


Annie  Gerow 
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Shatki 

1 

She  makes  him  out  of  dirt,  red  as  blood.  She  takes  her  time, 
smoothing  all  the  edges,  all  of  his  curves  over  and  over  again.  The 
excess  falls  onto  the  floor,  the  red  clay  staining  her  hands,  sliding 
underneath  her  nails  and  penetrating  her  skin.  He  smells  like  the 
earth,  solid  but  not  unmovable.  She  packs  him  together  tightly, 
leaning  on  his  sturdy  frame;  she  feels  his  shoulders,  wide  and 
solid. 

"You're  going  to  be  my  favorite  son  my  protector  my  baby 
you  '11  be  tall  and  strong  and  look  how  handsome  you  are  you  '11 
never  leave  me  and  you'll  stop  him  next  time. " 

She  sits  and  looks  at  him,  taking  in  his  form;  looking  for 
any  imperfections.  She  stares  at  his  silhouette  on  the  wall,  mysteri- 
ous and  powerful.  She  dresses  him  in  the  best  clothes  that  she  can 
find,  and  looks  him  over  once  more.  Finally  she  kisses  him,  feeling 
his  back,  taut  and  muscular.  He  bows  and  asks  "Mother,  what  will 
you  have  of  me?" 

He  could  only  look  into  his  coffee,  his  unblinking  gaze 
fixated  on  the  small  world  within  the  paper  cup.  The  white  slowly 
mixed  with  the  black,  choosing  to  remain  distinct  at  first,  its  intri- 
cate patterns  spinning  slowly  at  the  surface.  Soon  it  would  sink 
into  the  dark,  making  an  entirely  new  creation  which  scarcely 
resembled  the  original  parts. 

"Are  they  sure?" 

She  nodded  slowly.  They  both  knew  the  truth  months  ago, 
right  after  the  accident,  right  after  they  crawled  through  the  smoke 
on  their  hands  and  knees,  cutting  themselves  on  the  shards  of 
broken  glass.  Hearing  the  words  coming  out  of  the  doctor's  mouth 
only  made  it  too  real.  The  timing  was  wrong;  he  was  between  jobs 
and  she  was  thinking  about  leaving  the  school.  Now  neither  of 
them  had  a  choice.  It  was  inescapable  now  that  there  was  a  wit- 
ness; denial  was  no  longer  an  option. 
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He  could  see  the  muscles  in  her  jaw  tighten  and  loosen. 
Her  face  was  pale  and  her  breathing  was  barely  noticeable.  Her 
stare  was  as  blank  as  his  own,  but  still  something  lingered  behind 
it— her  eyes  were  no  longer  meek,  seeking  attention.  A  sacrificial 
fire  burned  dispassionately  behind  them;  something  cruel  and  in- 
satiable was  growing  inside  her.  She  turned  and  walked  down  the 
hallway,  leaving  him  with  the  sounds  of  her  heels  on  the  cold  tiles 
and  the  insignificant  microcosm  in  his  hands. 

2 

"You  're  mine  you  're  mine  my  precious  child  don 't  listen  to 
what  he  says. " 

She  motions  towards  the  door  and  whispers  in  his  ear.  She 
is  the  most  beautiful  thing  he  has  ever  seen  and  already  he  knows 
he  loves  her.  She  has  made  him  her  protector,  and  he  cannot  fail 
her.  She  is  the  great  mother,  the  seducer  and  temptress,  the  aus- 
tere, the  powerful,  and  the  unseen  force  behind  everything  in  the 
universe. 

He  is  afraid,  and  knows  that  he  cannot  win,  but  he  must  try. 
Without  her,  nothing  matters.  She  moves  towards  the  bath,  shed- 
ding her  robe  and  letting  it  fall  to  the  floor.  He  finds  it  difficult  to 
breathe,  even  though  he  feels  genuinely  comfortable  around  her. 

She  gingerly  steps  into  the  water,  hardly  disturbing  the  sur- 
face. Her  image  begins  to  fade  in  the  steam  as  she  lowers  herself 
in. 

He  leaves  the  room  and  stands  in  front  of  the  threshold,  his 
broad  shoulders  nearly  the  size  of  the  doorway. 

They  didn't  speak  to  each  other  the  next  morning  in  the 
kitchen— it  was  too  soon  for  words  to  be  of  any  use.  He  hadn't  left 
the  house  for  job  interviews  since  she  had  left  him  in  the  hospital 
hallway  four  weeks  ago,  and  she  hadn't  gone  back  to  the  school. 
The  phone  had  been  ringing  steadily  for  days,  always  with  the 
same  insistent  questions.  "When  do  you  think  you'll  be  returning 
to  work?"  "How  have  you  been  doing?"  "The  children  miss  you 
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—have  you  been  feeling  any  better?" 

"Don't  worry  about  the  job"  they  said.  "It  will  be  here 
when  you  want  to  come  back.  She  knew  that  she  couldn't  go  back. 
She  was  afraid  of  letting  the  children  see  her  face. 

Their  silence  was  nothing  extraordinary— he  rarely  spoke 
even  when  spoken  to.  While  she  was  washing  the  dishes,  she 
paused,  staring  at  his  plate  from  breakfast.  She  made  him  the  same 
thing  every  day  because  it  was  all  he  ever  wanted— one  piece  of 
plain  toast,  burnt  nearly  black  and  coffee— always  off  the  same 
plate  and  out  of  the  same  mug.  She  never  saw  him  eat  again  until 
dinner. 

The  plate  was  unyielding  to  her  touch  as  she  turned  it 
over  and  over  under  the  faucet.  She  blamed  him  for  what  had 
happened— he  knew  what  he  was  doing  because  he  never  makes 
mistakes.  Everything  is  a  contrived  act  with  him;  everything  has  a 
purpose,  though  she  couldn't  see  the  purpose  this  time.  A  jagged 
crack  ran  down  the  plate,  waking  her  from  her  memories;  images, 
instants  of  the  accident.  She  pushed  harder,  and  finally  the  plate 
broke  right  down  the  middle.  She  dropped  one  half  in  the  sink, 
then  took  the  other  in  her  right  hand  and  rested  the  rough  edge 
on  her  left  palm.  She  closed  her  eyes,  took  a  deep  breath,  then 
pressed  it  as  hard  as  she  could,  dragging  it  slowly  down  her  hand. 

The  cut  was  deep  and  the  pain  was  dull;  she  could  feel 
the  foreign  object  underneath  her  skin.  She  opened  her  eyes  and 
watched  the  blood  slide  off  her  fingers  and  down  the  drain.  The 
blood  was  the  deepest  red  she  had  ever  seen  and  the  water  couldn't 
dilute  its  vibrancy.  She  tasted  metal. 

Even  when  she  started  taking  the  plates  out  of  the  cup- 
boards and  smashing  them  on  the  floor,  throwing  them  through  the 
windows,  he  never  looked  up  from  his  coffee,  leaning  his  head  on 
his  hand,  running  his  fingers  through  his  hair. 

3 
One  precise  blow  was  all  it  took  to  end  his  son 's  short  life, 
one  blow  to  put  his  body  to  the  ground. 
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He  steps  over  the  threshold  and  into  the  bathroom,  to  meet 
his  wife's  eyes  wide  with  terror. 

"My  baby  what  have  you  done  you  monster  you  destroy 
everything  you  touch  and  he  was  mine  you  hear  me  mine. " 

She  clutches  her  son 's  body  close  to  hers,  feeling  the 
warmth  slowly  fade.  His  firm  shape  is  now  limp,  all  the  muscles 
relaxed. 

Remorse  is  apparent  on  her  husband's  face  as  he  leaves  the 
room. 

"What  have  you  done  I  loved  him  I  know  it  was  your  fault 
Mahadeva  I  know  it  was  your  fault. " 

They  were  quiet  in  the  car,  neither  of  them  wanting  to  talk 
about  the  baby.  She  never  told  him  that  she  had  stopped  taking 
birth  control.  She  tricked  him,  and  now  she  was  pregnant.  Now 
she  wanted  to  get  married.  She  "didn't  want  the  baby  to  grow  up 
without  a  father,  she  didn't  want  to  raise  a  child  without  a  husband, 
and  she  knew  he  would  make  a  great  father."  He  knew  that  the 
baby  would  come  between  them.  The  steering  wheel  slid  smoothly 
through  his  hands. 

What  she  really  wanted  was  something  of  her  own— some- 
thing that  she  could  love  that  was  completely  under  her  control; 
something  that  was  completely  dependent  upon  her.  The  baby 
would  take  all  of  her  time  and  attention,  and  he  would  be  left 
alone,  resenting  her  and  resenting  what  he  created.  She  was 
already  starting,  folding  her  arms  protectively  over  her  stomach 
every  time  she  sat  down.  It  was  obvious  why  she  didn't  try  to  ex- 
plain at  the  restaurant,  but  even  now,  when  they  were  alone  in  the 
car,  she  didn't  say  a  word. 

He  was  thinking  of  the  night  they  had  created  life,  playing 
it  over  and  over  again  in  his  head,  trying  to  remember  all  the  min- 
ute details— whether  the  bedroom  door  was  open,  whether  the  light 
was  on  in  the  hallway,  which  lipstick  she  had  on,  whether  or  not 
the  dishes  were  done,  which  necklace  she  had  been  wearing,  what 
was  playing  on  the  radio,  and  what  she  smelled  like.  It  calmed  him 


/{ttwwe  J? 


—each  time  he  had  a  more  complete  picture;  each  time  he  was 
closer  to  an  answer.  He  listened  to  the  rain,  concentrating  on  the 
rhythmic  movement  of  the  windshield  wipers.  His  breathing  was 
slow  and  even.  The  headlights  on  the  passing  cars  ripped  through 
the  darkness,  making  it  difficult  to  see. 

She  didn't  scream  when  the  car  went  off  the  road.  He 
heard  her  draw  in  her  breath  sharply  before  they  went  through  the 
rotting  pine  fence.  When  they  reached  the  hill,  the  car  turned  over 
three  times  before  coming  to  a  rest  on  its  roof  in  a  heap  of  broken 
glass.  They  regained  their  senses  quickly,  and  awoke  to  the  smell 
of  gasoline  and  the  damp  earth  beneath  them.  The  weight  of  the 
car  had  caused  it  to  sink  in  to  the  mud  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill; 
opening  the  doors  was  impossible,  and  climbing  out  of  the  win- 
dows was  that  much  more  difficult.  The  air  was  thick  and  suffocat- 
ing. 

She  couldn't  escape  out  of  her  side  because  the  door  frame 
was  sharply  bent,  a  grotesque  steel  snake  obstructing  her  path.  She 
followed  him  out  of  the  narrow  opening  where  the  driver's  side 
window  had  been,  coughing  in  the  smoke  that  surrounded  them  life 
ash.  She  could  feel  the  mud  underneath  her  hands,  submitting  to 
her  weight,  waiting  to  be  bent  to  her  will;  formed  into  something 
beautiful.  There  were  no  more  passing  headlights  on  the  road,  no 
more  beacons  of  white  light  to  guide  them  to  safety.  Only  the  fire 
from  the  car  and  the  darkness  threatening  to  swallow  them  whole. 
They  managed  to  crawl  a  few  yards  away  from  the  wreck  before 
collapsing  beside  each  other  once  more.  They  lay  on  the  hill  in  the 
warm  glow  of  the  flames,  listening  to  the  rain  fall  through  the  trees. 

4 

"/  gave  my  life  to  protect  your  name  and  still  you  take  ev- 
erything from  me  you  monster  you  turned  out  love  to  ashes  and  you 
don 't  know  how  I  felt  when  you  turned  your  back  on  me  so  long 
ago." 

Her  hair  disheveled,  her  skin  darker  than  his  own,  she  is  a 
challenge  to  him  in  every  way.  Her  nakedness  a  defiance  to  his  self 
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tongue,  a  deep  red,  is  a  monument— a  living  testament  of  her 
power.  She  is  black  where  he  is  grey. 

Her  violence  comes  quickly,  and  without  d.esign;  it  is  a 
blinding  light  that  follows  her  wherever  she  goes.  This  is  the  only 
way  to  get  his  attention— to  meet  him  on  his  own  terms  and  surpass 
him.  She  is  covered  in  the  blood  of  innocents,  a  sour  taste  in  her 
mouth. 

"You  '11  never  touch  me  again  you  hear  me  you 7/  never 
have  me  until  you  break  me  until  you  put  me  on  the  ground. " 

He  threw  out  the  dishes  and  the  bits  of  glass  after  sweeping 
them  up  slowly  and  methodically,  but  he  saved  the  plate  stained 
with  her  blood,  carefully  placing  it  on  the  counter  next  to  the  sink. 
He  thought  of  the  accident,  focusing  on  anything  he  could  think 
of— what  shoes  she  was  wearing,  the  last  sign  he  passed  on  the 
road,  the  exact  color  of  the  fence,  what  kind  of  trees  were  at  the 
bottom  of  the  hill.  Something  suddenly  struck  him— a  detail  that 
he  had  shut  out  of  his  mind.  He  realized  that  after  they  had  gotten 
some  distance  away,  she  had  crawled  over  to  him.  He  was  on  his 
back,  and  she  had  laid  her  head  on  his  chest,  her  arm  folded  across 
his  stomach. 

He  walked  straight  to  the  bedroom  and  found  her  lying  on 
her  side,  facing  him.  He  say  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  next  to  her 
and  kissed  her,  feeling  her  back,  taut  and  muscular.  He  opened  her 
hand  and  gently  touched  her  wound,  the  blood  staining  his  fingers, 
shining  the  deepest  red  he  had  ever  seen.  She  looked  at  him  expec- 
tantly as  he  traced  the  part  of  her  hair,  leaving  a  faint  red  line. 

Their  calm  outer  selves  vanished  without  a  trace.  Their 
embrace  was  violent  but  loving,  passionate  and  comfortable.  He 
took  her  all  in  at  once— the  smell  of  her,  the  feel  of  her  skin,  the 
subtle  contour  of  her  collarbone,  the  blood  on  her  palm. 

She  slowly  awoke  from  a  tranquil  sleep  hours  later— he 
was  still  in  bed  with  her,  fast  asleep.  After  carefully  sliding  out 
from  between  his  arms,  she  walked  into  the  bathroom  and  closed 
the  door.  She  opened  the  medicine  cabinet  and  took  out  a  roll  of 
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gauze  and  wrapped  it  around  her  palm  which  was  nearly  closed, 
enjoying  how  it  squeezed  her  hand  slightly  — a  comfortable  reas- 
surance, a  sign  of  their  promise.  She  stood  in  front  of  the  mirror, 
looking  at  herself,  running  her  hands  over  her  stomach,  wondering 
if  their  creation  could  endure. 

Akash  Sinha 


Spanish  Moss 


Michael  Lange 
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Soul  Possession 


Logan  Goodin 
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Metaphor:  Peach 

It's  a  fairly  common  metaphor: 

peeling  back  a  layer  of  some  manifested  thing 

while  searching  for  the  truth. 

Which  may  be  why  I  was  thinking,  today, 

of  your  imminent  death  while  skinning  a  peach 

to  serve  to  you,  then  slicing  it 

into  a  small  bowl  where  it  landed 

amongst  itself  like  chunks  of  lopped  hair. 

I  imbued  this  notion  of  peach  with  a  romantic  history: 
I  served  it  to  my  infant  self  (curls,  dimples,  highchair); 
I  wrote  it  into  a  mother/daughter  scene  in  the  poignant  novel  of  my 

life; 
I  created  around  it  an  older  me  slicing  the  sueded  doll's  head 
of  this  skinned  peach  to  serve  to  my  own  child, 
remembering  that  the  peach  is  a  symbol 
of  the  ebb  and  flow  of  lives 
in  the  tides  of  generations, 
of  mother's  teaching  daughters, 
of  loss  and  loneliness, 
of  (why  not?)  life  itself. 

But  forget  the  peach. 

I  know  the  devices  of  creating  meaning  and  I  know 

that  you  will  eat  this  peach 

and  it  will  be  gone,  changing  nothing. 
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This  episode  with  the  peach, 
as  with  so  many  other  things, 
is  a  religion  I  recreate  daily 
to  slip  into 
and  wear  as  a  tender  skin. 


Mirror  Image 


Ingrid  Moody 


Annie  Gerow 
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To  Mr.  Eliot 

Imagine  what  life  would  be  like  if  we  all  understood  The  Wasteland. 

The  world  would  spin  on  its  axis— a  warm  cycle  washing  machine 

Filled  with  extra  planets,  loose  stars  and  such 

Cars  scattered  upon  highways  wrecked 

because  the  street  signs  were  repainted  in  Latin 

Speed  Limit  55:  quo  celerius,  eo  melius. 

We  would  no  longer  talk.  In  complete  sentence  or  use,  regular 

punctuation  at  all 
We  would  become  aware  of  all  the  fragmentation 
In  ourselves.  How  do  arms  left  and  right  may  like  certain  things 
That  our  hearts  do  not.  And  vice  versa.  Unreal. 
This  gives  us  cause  for  alarm. 

Dying  patients  with  little  patience  sit  alone  in  waiting  rooms 

Watching  their  watches,  ticking  time  bombs  of  knowledge. 

Self  aware  of  their  own  forthcoming  demise. 

Knowing  that  somewhere  their  kids  are  being  taught  (fed,  shoveled) 

The  Wasteland  by  specialized  doctors. 

Dr.  M.  Faustus  and  his  thoughts  from  a  page. 

"Knowledge  has  never  gotten  in  the  way  of  my  education." 

Trying  to  create  a  well  educated  human  being  but 

Only  ending  up  creating  a  statue  made  of  coal. 

Quo  celerius,  eo  melius. 

In  his  own  defense  "well  next  to  of  course  God  the  students  I" 

He  spoke  with  his  eyes  roaming  around  the  room 

for  a  glass  of  water. 
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In  his  haste  to  create  the  universe 

God  gave  us  little  to  go  by. 

Understanding  The  Wasteland 

Would  undermine  the  few  things  true  that  remain 

And  create  the  very  wasteland  described. 

And  all  that  was  given  would  be  taken  away: 

Phlebas  would  rise  from  his  watery  grave 

As  the  seas  would  part  Moses-like: 

Oceans  swelling,  city  destroyed. 

Jerusalem,  Atlanta,  London,  Unreal. 

Quo  celerius,  eo  melius. 

Let  the  wasteland  be  alone,  just  like  Eliot. 

For  it  is  the  tale  told  by  a  genius. 

full  of  sounds  and  fury,  signifying  nothing. 

Tom  Myrick 
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To  Steve.  Maybe  He  Was  From  Texas. 

I  talked  to  my  Father  today,  and  for  the  first  time 

He  mentioned  you.  He  told  me  about  Vietnam  and 

That  you  were  from  the  South.  His  name  was  Steve  and 

He  had  a  southern  drawl,  maybe  he  was 

From  Texas.  He  said  you  were  driving  but  there  was  nothing 

You  could  do  to  avoid  the  explosion. 

I  listened  as  he  talked  about  the  screaming 

And  bleeding,  and  thick,  liquid 

Clouds  of  spilled  gasoline  and  burning  napalm. 

He  said  today's  sounds  are  muffled, 

As  if  cupped  hands  over  his  ears. 

He  told  me  that  you  carried  him 

To  the  rice  patties,  and  waited  for  help. 

They  shot  at  you  from  a  cemetery,  hiding 

Behind  ancestors  and  monuments 

And  little  children  that 

Stood  to  protect  them. 

He  does  not  mention  the  injury,  but  I  can 

See  the  scars. 

You  carried  me  also 
To  the  rice  patties.  You  also 
Are  my  father. 

77m  Shea 
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Santiago  Photo  Shoot,  2002 

We  ran,  laughing,  naked, 

down  the  street 

past  the  museum— 

white  and  brown  bodies, 

hairy  and  hairless  — 

We  waved  at  the  cameras 

and  hoped  our  mothers 

and  fathers  were  watching 

because  we  felt  young  and  unfettered 

like  the  men  and  women  who  raised 

their  country's  flag,  unfurled 

over  their  heads, 

declaring  their  freedom; 

We  felt  secure  and  confident 

in  our  bodies,  like  houses 

without  locks 

on  windows  or  doors, 

fearless  of  our  neighbors; 

We  felt  joyful  and  proud 

like  exiles  returning 

to  find  the  place 

they  thought  they  had  lost. 

Haunted  by  the  legacy 
of  a  repressive  past, 
seventeen  years  plus  twelve 
squeezed  into  a  cell 
the  size  of  the  bathroom 
on  an  intercity  bus, 
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We  had,  now,  the  entire  world 
to  stretch  out  into, 
up  to  the  sky, 
across  to  the  river, 
out  to  the  mountains. 

We  breathed  as  we  ran. 

Amelia  Rose 


Bird  Cry 


I  awoke  this  morning  to  the  fourth  hour  and  a  bird  at  my  window 

singing  at  intervals.  The  notes  were  cries 

that  pierced  the  sleep  out  of  me  before  the  rising  sun 

returned  to  our  side  of  the  globe.  I  lay  still:  the  song 

was  two  part.  For  every  trembling  sound  that  came  from  our  tree, 

a  pale  echo  wandered  back  across  the  air 

and  into  the  ears  of  the  first  crier,  and  then  into  mine 

as  questions:  Why  this  hour?  Why  not 

a  nightingale?  What  can  there  be  to  sing  for  so  relentlessly 

your  whole  small  frame  quakes 

for  the  sake  of  sound,  your  throat  looking  for  as  with  your  very  heart, 

your  feet  grafted  into  a  tree- side,  your  lifeblood 

pushing  against  your  hob-nail  skin,  your  feathers,  begging. 

It  was  too  early— .  I  closed  my  ears  with  fingertips  and  forced  the  sleep, 

and  you,  bird  of  the  air,  continued,  desperate. 

Elena  Kazmier 
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La  Porta,  Pisa 


Amina  Shafi 
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Borders 

My  pigeon-toed  feet  scratched  marks 

into  the  sand.  Sumerian  Cuneiform 

and  Arabian  Sanskrit  created  lines  and  angles  which  connected 

and  divided  the  diatomaceous  crystals  into  valleys 

and  plains.  Between  the  channels,  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates, 

the  expanse  of  space  was  couched  with  little  pebbles  in  disarray. 

Now,  we  recline  on  the  dune  crest  of  the  silicon 

sand  under  an  umbrella,  shaded  from  the  harsh  drying  sun, 

we  eat.  Sandwiches  wrapped  in  wax  paper  and  sparkling  white 

wine  lie  on  a  brightly  red  colored  plastic  sheet,  its  edges 

in  the  drying  breeze.  Distilled  drops  of  condensation 

glide  down  the  sienna  tinted  bottle,  puddling 

in  the  folds.  As  the  torrent  encroaches, 

we  watch. 

Later,  we  watch  the  waves  will  the  sand 

erasing  the  seeming  indelible  markings  even  Gilgamesh 

could  not  withstand.  We  will  watch  it  decimate  the  cities 

of  Jericho,  Sumer,  Jarmo,  and  Baghdad.  We  watch  the  crashes 

and  lashes  that  consume  the  contours,  deeply  entrenched 

in  the  Mesopotamian  earth.  Yet,  they  will  revolt 

against  the  abundance  with  their  small  grains  and  puny  pebbles. 

Michelle  Branco 
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Marie  de  Salle  vs.  Rob  Gordon 


Mandy  Dunn 
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The  Moirae 

Since  time  began,  sound  is  only  the  wheel's 
creaking  and  the  click  of  scissors'  hard  steel. 

We  are  bound  by  our  blood  and  our  labor 
to  spring,  apportion,  and  end  forever. 

We  work  alone,  shunned  by  the  world 
that  fights  the  relentless  lug  of  unfurled 

string  from  the  spindle,  a  wooden  pulsar 
shedding  threaded  light  of  every  color. 

Yesterday,  a  pale  lilac  was  chosen 

and  scaled  to  a  brief  length  because  she  loved 

but  was  not  loved.  The  double  knives  cut  deep 
and  snapped  the  purple  cord.  Today  we  glean 

a  silver  shard  and  unwind  his  long  thread. 
The  worn  line  seems  to  break  before  the  tread 

of  our  scissors  crosses  his  frayed  filaments. 
We  neither  smile  nor  grieve  at  the  judgments 

that  revolve  from  our  hands.  Life's  woven  cloth 
is  a  tapestry  of  chromatic  froth; 

all  men  twist  their  fates  in  a  dissonance 
of  mottled  color.  We  are  the  balance 

that  brings  the  only  constant  to  chaos. 
All  would  be  a  hopeless  snarl  without  us. 
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Becky  Foster 


Transfusion 


Terry  Reddinger 
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Susan 

I  found  a  strand  of  hair  on  my  pillow  this  morning, 

And  wondered  about  its  appearance.  It  has 

Been  three  years  since  we  have 

Seen  each  other,  but  I  can  still  remember  the  smell  of 

Your  hair. 

I  wondered  if  I  was  the  only  one  who  found 

A  strand  this  morning,  if  I  was  the  only  one 

Who  cared. 

My  pillow  smelled  like  cigarettes.  I  pulled 

It  close  to  my  face  and  held 

My  breath.  Exhaling, 

I  tied  the  strand  around  the  slender 

Wrung  of  the  headboard  until  it  snapped. 

Tim  Shea 
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My  Right  Foot 

On  forged  legs  bent  in  pebbly  soil 
it  stood  diagonal,  casting  a  gray 
reflection  in  the  perceptibly  clear, 
emphatic  river  below. 

I  stopped,  stooped  for  a  moment,  tired. 
I  felt  my  feet  hanging  over  the  edge 
and  saw  my  face  in  the  water,  sunken 
and  bulging  in  glassy  ripples. 

Then  I  walked  cautiously  on  clenched  toes. 

I  grabbed  the  tree's  dense  trunk  with  dirty  hands 

to  maintain  my  wavering  balance. 

The  tree  crumbled  between  my  fingers  like 

compost  and  fell  loudly  into  the  stream. 

I  was  left  uninjured  with  one  shoe  soaked. 

Josh  Cloudt 
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Ravenna,  uno 


Amina  Shaft 
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Ravenna,  due 


Amina  Shaft 
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A  revolutionary  questions  her  motives 

If  I  had  been  born  in  Spain 

in  the  1920s,  and  come  of  age 

in  the  1930s,  I  would  have  been  the  lover 

of  one  of  the  revolutionaries 

fighting  against  Franco 

and  his  fascist  regime. 

He  would  have  been  an  intellectual 

with  dark  hair  and  eyes 

and  olive  skin. 

Thin  and  tall — 

he  would  have  smoked 

and  worn  clothes 

in  different  shades 

of  brown  and  red. 

I  would  have  been  urban 

and  sophisticated.  Maybe 

from  a  rich  Spanish  family,  rebelling 

against  the  luxury  and  privilege 

I  had  inherited.  My  ancestors— 

with  jewels  and  certainly  stables 

full  of  horses  —  so  prim 

and  proper— would  glare  down 

at  me  from  their  self-appointed 

thrones  in  heaven,  and  click 

their  tongues  in  disapproval 

as  I  made  love  to  a  revolutionary 

and  passed  out  leaflets 

championing  egalitarian  ideals 

of  emancipating  the  masses 

of  agitating  and  organizing 

for  the  freedom  to  think,  act,  and  be. 
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I  would  have  been  part 

of  the  movement  too,  you  see. 

Reader  of  underground  literature; 

Sojourner  to  clandestine  meetings 

in  dangerous  parts  of  the  city; 

Late-night  prowler  of  cafes— 

a  coffee  drinker. 

Not  the  woman  trapped 

in  her  house,  waiting 

for  her  guerrilla  to  make  his  way 

back  to  her,  surreptitiously. 

It  would  have  been 

the  revolution  of  our  country 

And  the  revolution  of  me. 

It  would  have  been  very  romantic. 

Me,  the  girl  with  short  hair 
and  black  pants. 
Self-righteous,  indignant, 
enraged,  I  could  afford  to  be 
To  create  a  life,  exciting 
and  significant,  away 
from  golden  bathroom  fixtures 
and  elegant  wooden  chairs 
Embraced  by  the  muscular  arms 
of  who  I  wanted  to  become— 
in  his  bed, 
in  the  cafe, 
in  the  midst  of  battle. 
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Risking  my  life 

To  cry  and  curse 

the  silent  suffering 

of  untold  numbers 

of  people  I  could  not  know. 


Amelia  Rose 


February  Taupe 
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Mandy  Dunn 


Partings 

Lycidas,  you  played  your  oaten-reed  with  vibrancy 
And  then  drowned,  washing  your  worlds  of  change 
Down.  A  butterfly  spread  its  minute,  refulgent 
Wings  and  flapped.  The  wind  direction  changed 
And  Chaos  diffused  with  your  momentum. 

You  called  me  David.  Jonathon,  your  strength 

Shielded  me  from  the  spears  fixed  at  a  point 

And  those  piercing,  ravenous  eyes  of  your  father  Saul. 

I  remember  the  first  time  we  met.  You  greeted 
My  plane  as  it  arrived  and  gave  me  a  silent  glance— 
A  fixture  of  kinship.  The  sky  poured  down  ephemeral 
Rain  and  cooled  my  face  as  we  walked  to  your  humble 
Borrowed  van.  That  was  the  last  I  saw  you,  Jonathon, 
Until  the  September  day  when  you  taught  me  the  rhythms 
Of  the  earth  on  the  hide  of  an  African  mountain  goat. 
My  fears  loosened  when  I  heard  your  new  song. 

At  the  Eerste  river,  we  greeted  one  final  time.  We  parted, 
Embracing  the  blood- veins  we  shared.  The  night  was  dewy 
And  deposited  its  forlorn  tears  on  our  brows.  Jonathon, 
I  left  you  at  the  edge  of  the  small  waters  and  held  my  breath 
For  the  day  our  union  would  wash  us  into  a  sea  of  glass. 

Mark  Kazmier 
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To  My  Forgotten  Soldier: 

I  was  young  then,  you  were 
beautiful,  and  caught  my  father's  eye 
as  a  young  gentleman.  I  wanted 
liberty,  but  Father  longed  for  tradition 
sewn  timeless  into  the  wedding  dress 
that  trapped  my  mother,  because  duty 
and  honor  consumed  her.  I  didn't  know 
love,  but  you  spoke  of  it  often, 
as  something  concrete,  an  emotion 
plucked  solid  from  a  tree,  fragrant 
and  sweet.  At  times 

I  heard  your  voice  from  distant 

rooms,  traveling  through  the  halls 

until  the  echo  reached 

my  hollow  ears. 

I  though  nothing  of  pretty  words 

required,  it  was  my  duty 

to  be  your  wife,  just  as  you, 

married  to  your  country,  wept 

with  her  at  the  injustice  of  humanity. 

But  I  knew  I  was  in  love 
because  you  left.  That  day 
the  song  went  out  of  the  rain: 
it  became  only  the  constant 
drumming  of  footsteps  marching 
across  my  ceiling. 
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All  they  sent  me  was  a  star, 

gallant  silver  that  refused  to  shine 

for  me.  A  purple  heart, 

honor  and  inquiry  assembled 

before  your  name  was  spoken 

and  awarded  with  solemnity  held 

by  those  who  never  knew  you, 

cold  faces,  proud  faces  not  flinching  who  believe 

death  is  enough  of  an  honor,  all  life 

looks  the  same,  equal  as  each  cloned  medal. 

It  had  no  memory,  the  heart, 

some  symbol  of  bravery  in  which  I  tried 

to  see  your  face  and  failed. 

I  took  the  shroud  that  covered  you, 

folded,  symbolic  of  the  ceremony, 

red  mixing  with  the  white, 

seeping  into  the  blue 

and  making  it  sag  toward  purple. 

It  was  placed  delicately  into  my  hands 

with  that  solemn  grandeur  you  loved 

that  makes  me  feel  heavy  and  old; 

tradition  that  stole  my  youth 

soon  after  yours  was  accepted. 

I  had  not  know  how  alive  you  were 

in  my  heart,  how  loneliness  makes  you  age 

or  how  time  slips  slowly  around 

your  name,  unknown  to  the  recruits 

called  to  replace  you,  unknown 

to  the  cause  that  sacrificed  you. 

There  was  no  blood  on  the  winding  cloth: 

it  was  indifferent  to  life 

dried  to  soak  the  enemy's  earth. 
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I  took  the  cloth  of  your  cause, 

that  which  surrounded  you  in  the  belief 

that  individual  names  are  nothing 

compared  to  the  whole. 

I  placed  it  on  your  pillow, 

by  my  side  at  night,  hoping 

to  feel  your  arms  in  the  impression 

of  absent  space  where  you  once  slept, 

solidly  as  you  sleep  now. 

But  there  was  nothing— 

only  cold,  unforgiving  fabric 

no  one  wants  to  die  for. 

Lisa- Marie  Carlson 
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Mercy 


Elena  Kazmier 
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I  Sprung  a  Leak.   It  Was  Through  My  Nose 

I  sprung  a  leak.  It  was  through  my  nose 

which  began  to  bleed  into  the  white 

sink  in  silent  bursts  of  rust.  This  was  recklessness 

coming  from  my  face,  that  familiar  name 

of  my  body  as  predictable  as  grapes 

on  a  table.  You,  who  are  gone,  are  not 

shocked  to  see  such  reversals,  have  adjourned 

the  myth  of  internal  organs,  know 

all  of  what  you  think  you  are  lies  delicately 

helpless  in  the  chugging  kidney;  the  all 

of  the  world  is  huddled  in  the  struggling 

cilia  of  your  blue-collar  lung.  You, 

who  are  gone,  know  the  hidden  nature 

of  whole  things  because  you  are  not  one, 

and  had  you  again  the  opportunity 

to  know  of  going,  would  not  feel  betrayed 

at  the  loss  of  mass,  years,  the  work  of  it, 

the  weightless  moment  before  death  like  so,  and  so,  and  so. 

Ingrid  Moody 
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Car  Camping 


I  lounged  placidly  on  a  railroad  tie. 

Sunday  morning  dripped  away  from  every 

green  blade  and  the  radio  antenna 

as  the  sun  took  over  for  the  charred  logs 

I  found  hours  before,  dry  and  infested, 

at  the  feet  of  more  fortunate  tree-folk. 

I  burned  the  bugs  away  and  roasted 

marshmallows  and  hot  dogs  from  the  store 

over  an  early  flame,  and  thought  alone, 

"How  long  can  it  last  before  we  improve  it?" 

All  morning,  the  birds  seemed  sedated, 

pinned  to  the  ground  by  their  own  weight  like  stone. 

The  ranger  said  check  out  time  was  three  o'clock. 

Josh  Cloudt 
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T.E.  Lawrence's  Lament 

We  say  we  are  in  Mesopotamia  to  defeat  Turkey. 

Here,  with  the  kiss  of  Prince  Feisal's  insurgents,  I  see  crimson 

Centrifuge  in  the  pillars  of  the  wailing  desert  sand. 

Arabs  fight  for  freedom  fraught  by  the  oppressor  and  yet 

Their  treasured  Beduoin  wells  drown  in  abandonment. 

October's  lashes  creep  past  the  shadow  of  this  war  hospital 
Cold  from  Turkish  death  encamped  beneath  my  hands. 
Today  the  wounds  are  faces  that  open  and  close, 
Resonators  of  the  drones  and  murmurs  of  these  Turkish 
Bodies,  stitched  ruddy  cloths  and  clotted  lacerations. 

He  stares  into  my  face  from  his  town,  gray  cot,  devoid  of  white 

Sheets;  his  sheet  of  white  irises  filters  in  the  midday 

Light.  But  his  face  shows  me  mercy.  Mercy  shown 

By  a  weak  man  is  mercy  true;  by  a  strong  man  as  colorless  as  his 

Absent  sheet.  His  open  face  is  clean,  forged  like  a  linen  robe. 

In  blood,  I  dream  of  Akaba  and  Damascus  during  the  day. 
I  wrestle  with  grace  at  night,  and  my  hip  breaks 
Wishing  there  could  be  a  man  who  binds  wounds 
In  weakness.  Today  I  am  Astrophel  and  my  star  is  down 
Waiting  for  the  faces  to  close  with  the  dangerous  strength  of  mercy. 

Mark  Kazmier 
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Wound 
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Mark  Kazmier 


Cell 

Of  course  I  think  of  those  numbers 

As  being  somehow  trapped.  I  drove  by  the  river 

Yesterday  and  saw  that  there  were  rocks 

Held  in  place  by  the  frozen  water 

That  would  normally  push  against  them. 

I  imagine  that  there  is  some  equivalent  of 

This  wintry  ice  inside  your  phone,  that  disrupts 

The  transfer  of  data. 

You  recognized  those  numbers  so 
Quickly— an  arrangement  often  digits  that 
You  associated  so  much  with.  His  hands 
Depressed  each  button,  then  your  phone 
Rang.  In  the  bottom  of  your  bag,  we  could  not 
Hear  the  pulses,  in  cadence.  You  did  not 
Know  then  that  he  was  speaking  to  you,  because 
You  were  listening  to  me. 

It  must  have  been  a  few  days  later 

When  you  thought  to  check  on  those  missed  calls, 

Attempts  at  epic  conversations  that  travel  over  wires 

And  through  the  air,  connecting  body  parts  that 

Had  not  touched  in  to  long.  When  you  saw  that  he  had  called, 

You  recoiled  from  my  touch,  I  think. 
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I  left  my  phone  in  the  car  last  night— it  doesn't  get 

Much  use  in  the  winter,  as  you  are  close  enough 

To  touch,  often.  Now,  the  ink  that  runs  in  the  channels  over 

That  backlit  glowing  display  — it  might  not  be 

Ink,  but  it  is  thick  and  black— ran  slowly, 

And  I  could  see  it  moving,  I  think,  as  it 

Formed  numbers  and  letters  and  symbols. 

It  is  lagging,  writing  more  slowly  that  it  is  thinking. 

The  images  signify  that  our  phones  are  being  connected. 

I  am  thinking  faster  than  I  can  speak. 

Michael  Lange 

Namesake 

Ninety  years  and  finally  your  vision  slackens 

around  objects.  The  newspaper,  the  coffee  cup,  the  gold  finches 

at  the  backyard  feeder  are  translucent  flutterings. 

All  is  motion,  the  in-between  of  a  waving  hand 

caught  in  time-lag.  All  is  sound,  the  pause 

before  a  chord,  the  vibrato  in  a  voice 

after  the  word  has  passed:  timbre,  essence.  All  is  touch 

on  your  river  streaked  hands,  those  that  held  me  first 

before  my  own  mother,  with  turquoise  lines 

now  ripened  to  plum,  now  a  new  marvel  of  intimacy.  Your  skin 

is  thinned  out  so  waxen,  threadbare,  so  open  with  me 

about  underneath,  it  might  be  the  slow  revolution  of  death— tidal, 

centripetal, 
that  better  chooses  the  characters  of  my  name,  my  inheritance, 
first  to  last:  human,  being. 

Elena  Kazmier 
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The  Kiss 

Something  happened  in  the  blue-white  hospital  room  this 
morning:  like  a  child's  first  standing  lurch  forward,  Nana  blew  a 
kiss  to  Grandpa.  For  two  weeks  she  had  been  a  tragic  doll  in  her 
metal  cart,  tangled  in  tubes  and  wires,  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  (we 
didn't  even  know  she  was  back!)  she  blew  him  a  kiss.  It  made  our 
days  upon  days  of  sitting  around  her  bed,  waiting,  seem  logical. 
I  thought,  "she's  just  been  buried  beneath  a  deep  snow,  after  all, 
and  now  she's  come  back."  I  imagined  that  we  all  felt  relieved  to 
think  that  we  wouldn't  have  to  watch,  again,  my  mother  lift  Nana's 
gnarled  hands  to  rub  them  with  lotion,  so  gently. 

But  she  again  retreated  into  the  den  of  her  limp  body,  and 
again,  all  movement  seemed  garish.  I  remembered  something  I'd 
written  in  my  journal  months  earlier,  before  this  patronizing  still 
hospital  room  became  the  daily  set  of  my  life,  filming  and  re-film- 
ing the  same  unfinished  scene.  We  had  gone  to  see  a  play,  Nana 
and  Grandpa  and  I.  Afterwards,  when  we  returned  to  their  living 
room  that  evening,  I  frantically  scratched  into  my  self-important 
book  persecutions  of  the  women  we  saw  there,  who  were  not  my 
grandmother.  I  re-read  it: 

There  was  something  terrible  today  about  all  of  those  women 
laughing  and  gnashing  their  teeth  in  the  middle  of  the  day  talk- 
ing about  dinners  and  Barbaras  and  diamonds.  Their  hairs  were 
huge  chemical  cream  puffs  transparent.  They  wore  clothes  that 
were  stylish  among  the  office  crowd  twenty  years  ago.  Their  teeth 
were  much  too  white.  They  wore  cream  pumps  and  shaved  their 
legs  this  morning.  Their  eyes  never  laughed.  They  looked  like 
their  heads  were  molded  out  of  pale  pink,  brown,  and  red  powders, 
now  disintegrating,  skin  pulled,  tucked,  sewn  tight;  half-blinking 
eyes.  Floral  prints  floral  prints  floral  prints.  Salmon  cream  sea 
foam  coral  sable.  Come-hither  copper.  Brazen  blush.  Kiss-me- 
pink.  Smoky  heather.  This  is  what  they  did:  laugh  laugh  laugh 
laugh  laugh;  feather,  run,  fade,  cake,  flake;  all  the  buzzing  with  the 
backs  of  their  skirts  hanging  lower  than  the  fronts  and  swarming! 
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all  over  the  linoleum  tiles  clack!  clack!  clack!  Fluorescent  lights 
flicker,  glare;  the  lights  stronger  than  the  sun  covered  with  clouds 
swirling  around  this  brick  and  Plexiglas  1950s  architecture,  and 
the  women  like  dilapidated  houses  all  painted  cream,  now  flaking, 
in  rows,  with  sparse  weedy  lawns  and  screen  doors  swinging  slam- 
slamming  in  a  reminiscence  of  a  breeze.  The  Godspell  started. 
They  deposited  themselves  one  by  one,  like  Pez,  into  seats  row  by 
row. 

In  re-reading  it  I  noticed  how  sci-fi  it  seemed,  yet  remem- 
bered that  when  I  wrote  it  I  wrote  feverishly,  thinking  that  I  was 
performing  an  act  of  truth.  Looking  at  my  soft  grandmother  in  her 
hospital  bed,  I  remembered  somewhat  why  I  had  felt  that  way.  She 
was  still  walking  then,  though  only  very  slowly  and  with  the  sup- 
port of  a  red  metal  cart  that  she  pushed  ahead  of  her  as  she  went. 
The  play  was  late  to  start,  so  the  halls  were  thronging  with  bod- 
ies. When  the  doors  finally  opened,  there  was  pushing  and  loud 
laughter,  people  stepping  in  front  of  one  another.  I  don't  remember 
anyone  taking  special  care  around  Nana.  As  the  packs  of  people 
shoved  around  her,  it  was  like  the  earth  had  risen  up,  the  soil  clos- 
ing over  her. 

The  withered  garden  of  women  had  quieted  as  the  lights 
dimmed.  I  sat  next  to  Grandpa;  he  sat  next  to  the  aisle.  Rows 
of  crocheted  shawls  and  white  puffs  of  hair  unrolled  down  to  the 
stage  before  us  like  a  dingy  carpet.  Nana  couldn't  come  down  the 
stairs  so  we  had  to  leave  her  in  the  last  row  by  the  door  with  all  of 
the  other  ladies  in  wheelchairs  and  aluminum  walkers.  She  was 
smooth  and  clean.  You  could  always  see  her  eyes. 

The  play  was  long— I  kept  looking  at  my  program  to  try 
to  figure  out  how  many  scenes  were  left.  They  turned  the  Bible 
into  skits  and  campy  lyrics.  I  didn't  want  to  hear  any  more  peppy 
songs  about  God  and  the  Bible  and  Jesus.  I  think  it  was  all  about 
doing  things  right  on  earth  so  you  could  go  to  Heaven  and  keep  on 
living.  The  only  thing  I  really  remember  about  the  play,  though, 
happened  near  the  end.  There  was  one  girl  up  there  on  stage  who 
was  a  total  knockout,  a  small  girl  with  messy  curly  hair  that  came 
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down  to  her  waist.  She  was  always  doing  lustful  things  like  grind- 
ing her  pelvis  and  trying  to  seduce  men,  and  after  much  strutting, 
she  sang  a  solo  wearing  clouds  of  faux  feathers  and  sequins  that 
gleamed  like  armor.  As  she  sang  she  sauntered  slowly  up  the  aisle, 
her  heaving  voice  filling  the  room,  so  that  she  could  occasionally 
straddle  a  man  and  jiggle  her  breasts  in  his  face  or  stroke  her  head 
if  he  was  bald.  She  worked  her  way  up  the  lines  of  people  and,  I 
could  hardly  believe  it,  she  sat  on  Grandpa.  She  slowly  marched 
her  fingers  up  his  tie,  and  then  tickled  under  his  chin  with  her  long 
sinful  finger,  which  was  punctuated  by  a  red  fingernail.  My  stom- 
ach tightened;  I  felt  slightly  nauseous.  I  suddenly  felt  like  Nana 
and  Grandpa  and  I  were  wearing  rabbit  skin  pelts  in  a  room  of 
large  rings,  pumps,  styled  hair,  and  watches. 

I'm  sure  Nana  never  thought  of  that  woman  again,  but  I 
did,  and  I  was  glad  that  from  her  gurney  she  gathered  herself  up 
to  travel  through  the  many  years  of  passed  life  that  were  encasing 
her  to  blow  that  kiss.  I  wanted  her  to  have  the  last  claim  on  our 
lives.  I  thought  of  those  buzzing  women  again  (whose  roles  I  had 
reassigned  to  the  swarming  nurses)— the  accessories,  the  chemi- 
cal smells,  the  faces  nearly  amorphous  beneath  layers  of  creams 
and  powders— how  they  wanted  to  be  young  until  they  could  live 
forever  in  Heaven.  Nana's  accessories  made  her  look  young  too. 
She  was  swaddled  in  white  blankets.  Even  at  the  performance  I'd 
wondered  what  it  would  be  like  when  she  went  away  and  left  us  to 
consider  every  woman  we  saw,  and  remember  that  each  one  was 
not  her.  I  stood  next  to  her  and  pretended  that  she  was  still  alive;  I 
rambled.  I  told  her  I  couldn't  wait  to  show  her  the  dress  I'd  made 
on  her  sewing  machine  while  she  was  away;  I  told  her  about  my 
friends  who  were  abroad,  and  the  interesting  phone  call  I'd  gotten; 
I  told  her  that  I  would  take  some  of  the  New  Yorkers  home  with 
me  that  were  piling  up  by  her  chair  in  the  living  room.  She  grinned 
from  within  her  oxygen  mask  an  infant  grin— it  was  a  grin  that 
knew  nothing.  I  would  like  to  say  that  I  understood  what  it  meant, 
since  I  never  saw  her  again  after  leaving  the  hospital  that  night  to 
return  to  my  other  life,  states  away.  It  wasn't  something 
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intelligible,  though.  It  was  un-tempered  by  knowledge;  it  couldn't 
be  known.  I,  instead,  felt  content  to  think  that  there  was  a  place  in 
me,  too,  that  was  wordless  and  could  hold  for  me  the  true  loss  of 
that  moment,  which  I  knew  I  would  never  understand. 

Ingrid  Moody 
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